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CHAPTER XX.—(Continued.)

Lady Inchcape seemed deeply agl
tated; she clasped her hands tightly
with a look of solemn joy.

«“How we have sorrowed for him!” she
murmured. “Never was friend more
bitterly mourned. 1f you only knew the
\nobility of his heart—but you shallj
igince he I1s alive he shall be my owWr
lspecial protege, and the first boon 1]
ighall ask of my dear lord will be to es
'tablish his prospects.”

«You like him much, then?” askel
Lord Inchcape with quiet enjoyment
«And Ulva—did you say she also mourne(
for him?”

A swilt change passed over the lady"
face.

«[Jlval” she whispered. *“I had for
«Kotten How shall ! break this wom
deriul news to her!” she faltered, and
blushed; her eyes fell befcra the search-
ing gaze of her husband, yet she nestled
towards him with fond submission. “Im
this first dear hour of reunion I cannot
|withhold anything from my lord,” she
'murmured. *“Who and-what this young
\man is I know not, since he never ob
truded his personal affairs upon my at-
tention. But this I know, that no
nobler heart beats than Mr. Edgar’s; he
is a true gentleman, and merits all the
friendship which I can show him until
the day of my death. But I have to
confess, that, selfishly absorbed in my
own sorrow, I never dreamed of danger
‘to our darling Ulva. It was only_since
we believed him drowned that I discov-
ered—that—her grief for his death was
as deep—aye, deeper far than my own.”

Scarcely daring to speak above a
whispershe brought this out, and timidly
raised her eyes to read the shocked dis-
approbation she expected from Ulva's
haughty father; but his countenance
was inscrutable.

“And the young man—what were his
sentiments?” asked he gravely.

“«That I would give much to know,”
,gighed my lady; “but I believe he gave

“no expresslon to them, even to Ulva,
who to be sure was seldom tete-a-tete
‘?i_t._h_ pigﬁ Alas! his honor will now
'Jand i the way of any future explana
"tion.

1f he loves her he will never ap-
wproach her again. I koow that true
‘heart well. Long and anxiously I
studied his nature before I chose him
for my friend. Ah, I see now his reason
Jor leaving us in ignorance of his escape
Mrom death here. He feared his own
fheart and fled from temptation. He
umust have had some noble reason, for he
was as tender as he was brave and
-woald not wantonly afflict us ”

“He will be here in a few days and
~will doubtless explain all,” said my lord,
with a smile, which showed the aston-
4shed lady that her confession had notin
the least disconcerted him.

. My Lord and Lady Inchcape entered
Dunraven tower together for the first
time.

Every domestic about the premlses
had been called up by Kenmore and
smarshaled in the vestibule to do honor
40 the occasion; and beautiful Ulva re-
ceived her parents in her arms with love
and sympathy unspeakable.

During the evening which followed
she could not but watch ber stepmother
4n her new happiness with an admira-
tion very near being awe, so dazzling
was the beauty of her countenance, so
fascinating her personal manner.

Every look, word and motion was in-
stinct with charming soul, her whole
being radiated pure joy. It was impos-
gible to look up and meet her liquid smil-
ing Gark eyes softly resting upon her
without experiencing a vague assurance
of happiness in stere even for herself.
Ulva's _unspoken grief scemed lighter
for the flrst time; she could believe it
possible that God would show her how to
bear her sorrow nobly.

And the romance of her parents’ re-
union comforted her; it was so sweet to
know that although her life was not to
be so blessad there was true bliss yet
-upon the earth for others.

Buot what said tho maiden’s sad phi
losophy when Lady Inchcape, coming
into her room to bid her good-night,
drew her into her arms with a burst of
tender delight, and bade her, in a thrill-
ing voice, sorrow no more, since there
WAS DO more cause,

«For he is not drowned, Ulva, and he
18 good and true as we thought him, and
we shall see him again—very soon, Ul-
va. darling, very soon!”

CHAPTER XXL
®THE FAIREST DAY THAT EVER DAWNED ON
INCHCAPE.”

Lord Inchcupe sought his daughter
one day where she sat alone, plunged in
maiden reverie, and a smiie was on his
face.

“Sea what I have brought for my Ul-
va to wear on this bright day!” said he,
Jaying an open case in her lap “They
were your mother's pearls; they glim-
mered round her graceful throat, and
from her ears and breast, when first my
eyes rested upon her, and I bave always
kept them for a day in your life like
that. 1 should like you to change this
careless toilet av once, my child. She
wore the stately attire becoming her
beauty and rank, and so should her
daughter to-day.”

«“Apd why to day, papa?” esked Ulva,
wonderingly, lier hands tremDlTog among
the shimmering gems.

«Beezuse a guest s at the door who,
of all that cou'd come over the sea to
Bleat-na-Vrecken, I most desire to honor.
Don your fairest apparel, then, and your
kindliest smile, for this is the fairestand
kindest day that has dawned on Inch-
cape for many a wasted year. Comne,
Ulva; do you tremble, do you [ear, and
4t is your father who bids you be glad?
Can you not trust me? My own sweet
girl, look up, and rcad the love in my
eyes: there, couid 1 wring your litile
heart?”

No, no. not if truth spcaks in human
countenance! She allowed him to raise
ter by her two hands. and to iead her to

a8 window, ard when she had stolen
another timid glance at his elo juent
face, a wonderful po-sibility tlashed
upon her: away fled all her sickening
apprehensions of some unknown per-
sonage coming with her father's sanc-
tion to demand her hand.

“Who is coming, papa?” she whis-
pered, her small hands closing uncon-
sciously round his arm, while a magnifi-
cent blush mantled from lily brow to
chin; yet she woudd mot awalt Any
clearer answer than that which his
laughing eyes mave her consciousness,
but drifted away without another word.

They bad talked s0 much of Captain
Edgar during the past happy week, that

glthough UIva %€100MW Jomntd Yo The Ais
cussion, her intently watching father
had rcad enough of her innocent heart
to feo! sure of hisground.

And here was Edgar's sloop at last,
skimming over the wild waters to the
Jonely isle; and mylord and his lady bad
prepared a reception for him, little
enough like that which met him the jast
time he approached, an unknown ca -t~
away in the wrecked Mergauser.

He lands, as upon sacred ground; and
the glory of hopeful love is in his eyes,
the proud swing of the congjueror in Lis
step. He is met at the very tide by my
lord and his lady-like wife, with leal
Kenmore's rugged face beaming behind
them; but where is his shy, proud P’rin-
cess of the Sea? Ah! here she comes,
stealing Jown the grim rock-path, Thé
last to greet him, but the first in all the
world in his swelling heart. And who
so fuir and kind in her stately attire
and glimmering pearls as this proud
daughter of the Inchcapes to-day?

And there is indeed no more cause for
sorrow for Ulva? Is the tired sea-bird
to fold her snowy wings in & bhaven of
joy to-day?

There is a sweet wonder in her dark-
ling eyes as she flits nearer; and she
comes to a4 stop close to her father’s
side, with faith’s unconscious appeal.

1t is Lady Incheape, surely, this bril-
llant, beautiful lady, who first grects
the stranger with both eager hands out-
stretched, and her heart in her bappy
eyes|

Scarcely can Edgar recognize the pa-
thatic Lady Dunraven whom he left, in
this incarnation of beauty and joy!

“Welcome, a thousand times, to our
home and our hearts, Edgar Arden!”
eries she in a voice like ringing joy-bells.
«] honored you above all men (save one)
when 1 knew no kinship between us; but
I may love the heir of Inchcape all my
life!” And she kissed him.

While yet his senses are reeling under
the sweet attack, Lord Inchcape is wring
ing his hands and utiering words he
never shzll forget.

“And I welcome you to Dunraven with
the promise that, if your heart's desire
is in my gift, T will surely give it you!”

Now Ulva, his very “heart’s desire,”
what will you say to welcome hiin?

She is pale and amazed, and has me-
chanically laid her dainty hand upon the
ready arm of faithful old Kenmore, ta
steady herself; she gazes and, gazes at
the young man while her sweet eyes grow
wide and fill with tears, and her lovely
mouth quivers.

But when he has reached her, and has
atolen those dainty hands Into his own
close keeping, and Is pouring the whole
passionate love of his heart through his
eyes into hers, she conquers that first
strange pang and the gnawing thrill that
follows, and is speaking low and clear as
a noble lady should speak to her father’s
honored guest.

«Mamma and I have grieved so bit-
terly over your supposed death, that you
are welcome back even under a new
name; but—I shall—always—miss ‘Cap-
tain Edgar'” And her delicafe tones fal-
ter and fall over the last words.

“Do ngt misjudge me, Lady Ulval”
pleads the handsome fellow humbly.
“By and by I shall explain everything
that seems strange to you. and perhaps
you will forgive me?” With a lingering
pressure he releases her lovely hands:
for 1s not Kenmore walting for his no-
tice, with his leal heart swelling with
pride and joy?

“Hurrah for the bonuie heir o' Inch-1
cape!” roars this heart of oak, as he
swings his blue bonnet aloft; “an’ fair
fa' the day that brought him first to
Dupraven, to raise the curse off Inch-
cape!®

These proud worde fire the young
man’s spirit; he turns so as to face the
whole group, and something in his
zlance silences every one.

“{enmore speaks troer than he
knows,” says he: “the curse isindeed
raised off the house of Inchcape. I
bring good tidings, my lord: your justi-
fication has beep found among the Colo-
nel’s papers: it wasinstantly laid before
the lords of that committee before
whom your honor was impeached, and
here is, their reply.”

He placed a letter in Lord Incheape's
hand; and for once the proud peer
secmed overcome as ho devoured the
brief contents, and passed the paper to
his wife.

“A magnificent amende honorable!”
cried Lady Inchcape, her fair face
flushing proudly; “listen, Ulva; listen
Kenmore; you have stuck to us through
good and through evil report. Lord
Inchecape stands triumphantly vindicat-
ed before the tribunal which heard him
accused of dishonor five years ago, and
in token of their regret for the injury
he has suffered, they entreat him to ac-
cept his old seat in the cabinet, while in
acknowledgment of his past services to
the country, they cifer-him the Blue Rib-
bon of the Garter. And who brought
all to pass? You, I am sure, Mr. Ar-
den, though you do not say 8o.”

— A'hd now, Indeed, sweet Ulva presses
Edgar's hand as weil as my lady, and
gives him a wonderful flash frem eyes
glitter'ng with proud tears; but though
my Lord Incheape i8 mute while' he
wrings his young kinsman's hand his
eye speaks a language which Edear
understands well; and no one is so radi-
ant as he.

They move upward; of all the hover
ing attendants Kenmore alone fs per-
mitted a place near the enchanted group;
and Edgar is forced to explain in spite
of his gracious modesty.

Yes, it was through his entreaties that
the dead man’s kinsman, Archerfield,
searched his papers for anything bear-
ing upon Lord Inchcape; and when the
precious information was discovered in
Accrington’s diary of the year in ques-
tion, together with the whole romance
of his hopeless passion for Inchcape’s
exquisite American bride. it was only
Fdgar's wearied importunities whici
prevented the fiery o'd sea-dog from
dashing the whole black story into the
heart of his own fire, to preserve Ac-
crington’s reputation. :

How Edward prayed him, hectored
him. threatered him; how he appealed
to his sense of justice, and all in vain;
how he began aboat the unhappy wife
and the sequestered daughter, and sud-
denly found himself on the Admiral's
soft side. and the battle wen; of all this
L said littlc =% the time.for his thoughts

are forever straying, like hls eyes, to-
ward Ulva, who dares not meet them.

And how is it that the group divides
before they are half way up the tower,
and that Lord Inchcape with his wife
pass on unconscious that their younger
companions have dropped behlnd?

And what is the swry that Edegar Ar-
den, of Incheape, s telling his pa'e sca-
princess now? and where is all her fire
and pride to-day, that she does not chide
him when he makes the boldest demand
man's Jips may frame to maiden free—a
demand for hersell

No, she does not chide hlm; she would
not if she could, because she—

And now they have paused by the
rovky wall, close by the sea, Where a
little brook steals from the dark heart
of the clitf to sparkle in the sun; and
Edgar is telling his love the story of

Sircombe’s sin, and how leal Kenmors
delivered nim Irom death

And the High'ander, who has been
baunting them from afar, and drinking
stolen draughtsof the honey. happiness,
from the sight of their sweet, young
blis:, shows his tall p'aid-wrapped form
pear them, and mute y plead- with wist-
ful eyes for permi-sion to come closer.

And bis proud Lady Uo’ava eries out
eagerly that he mu-<t come and be the
firgt to hear something. oh, o slrange

and dheéxpected—for who has o better
right than Kenmore?

«And yon were here, and heard a dy-
fng cry?” she asks of the old man, awe
in her eyes, and her light clasp tighten-
ing on Edgar's arm.

“'Deed was 1, Lady Nolava,” answers
Kenmore, in tones of sclemn joy: “I was
wae at hert for the brave man that had
drowned at our very doors, as I thought
—ay, an’ for her that mourned sae bit-
terly.” He paused to contemplate
proudly the quick blush that dyes his
lady’s downcast face, and the impas-
sioned look of her lover; “I had neither
broken bread nor slept for sorrow an’
ghamo at the evil I had borne In my
mind against him afore his death. An'
sae 1 wandered up an' I wandered doos
among the lonely rocks night an' day;
gn’ that night I cast me doon at the fit
o' this cliff wa'; an'syne I heard a weary
gigh, and it was at my very ear; an’ 1
looked to see the mortal that was in such
sair trouble; an’ then my blood creeped
backward an’ the hairs o' my head stood
up, for I wot it was a ghaist! Doon on
my knces I fell, an’ called on Ged for
deliverance; an’ my voice rang through
the rocks like a trumpet; an’ what
should answer but an eerie voice ahini
the cliff wa'—'Kenmore! Kenmors! I
canna win oot!’ an’it was the voice of
him I thocht dead an’ gone, yet I be-
lieved it &' at once, an’ 'malst grat wa'
sheer joy! an’ syue I saw & pale flutter-
in’ thipg creepin’ oot through this
cranny where the burnie trickles oot,
likg 8 white bird flutterin’ from its

prison cage, an’ I caught it an’ my
heart was lika to burst, it was sae thin
an’ wounded! for it was his hand, that
same hand ye hold between your ain
bonny silken anes——" but he may as
well close his story here, for his proud
Lady Oolava is holding her lover's hand
to her bosom, and is bathing it with
kisses and tears, iw an agony of pity
and love. ;

And then they both turn to the old
man, who is standing with bared head
and wrapt senses, as if he wasin church;
and each one takes ome of his horny
hands, and four eyes beaming with
youth’s loveliest emotlon, pour eratitude
upon him

«And you will not grudge your Colava
to the unwelcome Englishman any more,
will you?” pleads Edgar, with & smile.
“Come with us and sce for yourself how
hard I shall #ry to make her life & noble
and bapopy one.”

«Ah, 'tis not Arden o' Inchcape that
leal Kenmore should misdoubt,” says
the old man, proudly; “you are mot in
the list with that deil Colgnel ¢’ the
lithe and poisonous tongue, wha’ brought
a curse on Inchcape which only you
could 1ift! May heaven's fairest bless.
ings attend this day; may the sum ever
shine for it, may no dool or waee'er
darken the day that gave my bonnie
young lady to the bravest an’ best in
England:”

nd as the blessing rolls out in the
fine old Highlander's full tones, the
gracious young palr bend their heads to
receive it

Yet hush! What s she saying now,
this dear Oolave, adored from the first
hour her tender, true face ever smiled
in bleak Sleat-na-Vrocken?

She has twined her snow-white little
bands about the old man's arm, and I8
pleading in a half whisper, the tears
standing in her glorious eyes.

“And you will come with us, and be
my own Kenmore 8till? Ah, do not say
no! For to you 1 owe my Edgar and
his lJove—and I will love you always.®

Never will Salford forget the coming
home of Lord Inchcape with his long-
lost wife and daughter. Some vague
hint of wronged inpocence and & full
vindication at last had leaked out, and
gentle and simple were longing to get
back the beloved Lady of Inchcape Fosse
and to see the splendid womanhood of
Lord Inchcape’s daughter, who had left
them a child.

But when the proad announcement
was made that Lady Ulva was to marry
the helr, their own popular idol, enthu-
siasm rose to its height; felicitations
wore showered upon the noble pair from
every quarter. .

But none were so sweet to Ulva as
Loveday Dellamere’s, for the regal
beanty from the north and the sun-
bright sprite with the golden tresses
had but to gaze into each other’s true
eyes to love in very truth forever.

And my Lord Inchcape was reinstated
in his lofty place and once more served
his eountry well and wiseiy. But it was
poted that he never would leave his lady
behind wherever his dcty might send
him; his Engelonde must ever be wait-
ing for him after each day's care and
toil to charm away his weariness, and to
keep him in sweet remembrance of that
oft forgotten truth that God’s planning
of man's day gives time for conjural
happiness as well as for daily labor.

He never fclt too weary or too preoc-
cupied to converse with Lady Inchcape,
for love made her presence a balm for
every earthly ill.

So they buried Richard Accrington
with great pomp and ceremony, and
helf the country were there to see the
last of the splendid stranger who was
to have given such gallant battle to
Arden of Inchcape for the pleasure of
representing them.

And though the whole throng admired
the magnificonce of bis last appearance
on the world's stage and extolled his
genlus and wealth, there was no tear
gned for Richard Accrington, save that
one drop, bitter as gall, which slowly
rolled down th: mahogany cheek of
Admiral Archerfield when he took his
lagt look of the stern, inscrutable face
lying in the coffin, for to this simple, fond
sallor the ex-attache had seemed every-
thing that is most to be proud of, and to
discover him & man without honor—that

wrung the honest hears of the old sea=
dog for many & day. 1

Hush! there may have been one other
being who could weep for lost Rirhard
Accrington—one who loved and betrayed
him and who bad suffered deeply from
his vengeance, for death blots out many
black records, and a woman’s Jove lasts
farever.

Yet if she wept {t must have bzen in
chamed secrecy. for who should loathe
his memory more than did Mrs. Della-
wmere?

My lord's secretary, Mr. Sircombe, did
not long outlive his disgrace.

When convinced that he was not to be
permitted to remain near his offended
patron or his family, he vanished out of
their ken co suddenly and so completely
that Le left no trace behind.

But for months after Ulva's restoration
to society, when the family were in Lon-
don preparing for her marriage, any ono
at all interested in the old and the sad
might have observed a certain forlorn
fizure wrapped in a disguising cloak,
which seemed to haunt the steps of the
beautiful and brilliant creature when-
ever she condescended to walk; which
waited hours in the harsh spring winds
et the rail to see her pass by among the
other great peopie Wno circled round the
Ladies' Mile: and grew more and more
forlorn as time went on; more old look-
ing, more tremulously helpless; until he
only came once a weeK to sit on an ob-
scure bench and gare afar on the lovely
face; then once in a mouth; then one last
time—the test of all, for the beautiful
lady chanerd to alight from her own car-
riage to walk a little way with her lover
nnder the royal oaks, and coming nearer
glowly, the burning eyesz of her devotee
had time to fecd upon her noble form
and ber adorable faco—even to gather
svery radiint glance—till she chanced to
look his way, and found Lerself face to
fare with John Sircombe,.

No need to turn away in sbuddering

scorn, sweet Ulva; ne WIll never nakmm
your lover more!

For when she bentover him, struck by
an ununtterable something in his face,
the man’s heart was broken—all his life
had gone forth In that feeding gaze—he
was dead.

His shame had driven him forth, but
his grief had killed him.

The Three Graces are once more uni-
ted, Allce, Loura and Engelonde; but
the fatal guest will never again intrude
opon their happiness, todraw down upon
their lives the curse of that passion
which 18 cruel as the grave—jealousy.

[raE END. |

TEMPERANCE.

‘A VOLCANO OF EVIL.

Tntemperance, an evil most heinous before
God, most dreadful in its results, has grown
among us to gigantic proportions. In the
countless homes it shoots its venom-laden
fangs, and annually, aye, daily, it gathers
into ita coils whole hecatombs of vietims.
Its presence is felt through the entire land,

. and everywhere it revels with demoniae na-

ture in sin and misery.

Aleohol, ocean-like, loo®s the land. Mild
dilutions do not astisﬁr us; fermentation and
distillation are called into service to pro-
vide it in more undiminished vigor; and
whether it be wide or whisky, the vile art of
adulteralion is often employed to enhance
its maddening power.

With this immense consumption of alco-
hol, upon what & voleano of evil and misery
society rests! The direct expenditure of
hundreds of millions for little except pleas-
urable excitement, is the least deplorable re-
sult. Aleohol taken beyond very moderate
doses flrst weakens, then totally suspends,
reason. Man is ineapacitated for all the
duties of life, and is lelt without protection,
a prey to his vilest and most untamed pas-
sions.  Aleohol directly inflames these pas-
sions; it is oil poured on their burning fire,
It Nlls the mouth with blasphemy and arms
the hand for murder. Lt isthe deadly foe
of purity. It withers all generous aspira-
tions of the heart, and substitutes in their
stead the coldest selfishness, It makes man
the demon incarnate,

Now Hie'rurc to yourselves two hundred
thousand or more drinking shops in the Re-
public, belehing forth over tho land their al-
coholic fumes; from your knowledge of two
or three of them, 1magine how many men in
the whole country are bereft through them
of thelr reason, und you will form an iden of
the woe and sin that aleohol produces, All
classes, high and low, offer holocausts upon
the altar of iotemperance., The brightest
minds and noblest hearts are numbered
among the victims, Human wrecks, whose
fortune it has dissipated, whose intellect it
has stifled, arestrewn over the land thick as
autumnal leavesin the forest. Homes are
devastated; hearts of mothers broken; the
joys of the wedding morning turned into
ceasless mourning; children secattered as
waifs through a pitiless world.

What is to be done?  Anything, but some-
thing. In the nameof humanity, of country,
of religion, by all the most sacred ties that
bind us to our fellowmen, for the love of Him
who dled for souls, I beseech you, declare
war against intemperance; arrest its onward
march.—Archbishop Ireland.

TOTAL ABSTINENCE THE BEST BULE.

To nsk the drunkard to quint drinking, is
to ask him to do what he lost the power of
doing. Of all forms of evil, intemperance, if
talen in time, is the easiest of prevention;
but naving once secured a footing, the most
difficult of cure. Total abstinence is the best
rule of action.

‘We urge the practice as an effectual safe-
guard fo fathers, husbands, brothers and
sons who are living in the midst of tempta-
tions to which the conflict of life exposes
them, and to mothers, wives, sisters and
daughters in thelrgooial circles and in their
homes., It is & sad truth, that possibly more
than one-half of our army of drunkards be-
gin to feel the mastery of the dreadful appe-
tite through the drinking customs they have
brought into their own homes. Above all
clse, keep the home pure.

Never allow the wine-cup entrance within
the hallowed precincts of the home. In re-
loiclng or sorrowing, in health or sickness,
et no occasion be made an extuse for its

use.

To state that there is no sinina cupof
wine, does not meet the argument. Nor will
it avail you to point to total abstainers whose
example in other directions is bad. The
question relates to your life. Can you make
it more serviceable to yourself, your neigh-
bor. your country, und your Creator by
promising to abstain from all intoxicating
drinks, and to prevent by advice and esam-
ple the sin of intemperance in othe:s?

HOW PAUPERS ARE MADE IN LONDOX.

The Westminster Gnazette gives an account
of the following seene recently observed by a
correspondent in the southwest of London:
A crowd of children, mostly dirty aud rag-
ged, jostling at the entrance of & publie
house; two bigger girls, one with a shawl
over her head aud a baby in her arms, nbus-
ing esch other, and breaking off to dance.
Puckets of swoets in most of the hauds, some
gerambling for the dropped ones, I asked,
“Where did you get all those sweets?”
Silence, Then a taller child said, from Mr.
——; he guv 'em as a Christmas box;" s0 1
opened the door and watched. The public
was full of children, and Mr, — was band-
ing out packets, and apparently trying to
prevent repeated applications. This is how
we make our paupers—just as the constant
music at the doors of the publics draws
children and *lads and girls, who end by
going in, I bave watched them often. 1f
the publican wauts to give sweets, why
doesn't he do it clsewhere than across the
bar?”

A JUDGE'S TESTIMONT.

In & recent artiele Judge Daniel Agnew, of
Beaver, Penn,, gives this testimony: *'If &
life of eighty-3ix years can conferexperisuce,
and give some knowledge, perhaps mine in
and out of courts of justice and publicafluirs
may entitle meto a small shara. Mineis not
the gush of sentiment or crratic eiTusion.
The first homicide case tried before me was
that of a brother who killed a brother ina
drunken quarrel while driving cattle. The
second, of a college student, fresh from u
whiskey chicken roast, killing o 1Ecmr young
man. The third, that of an Englishman
atabbed in a drunken brotl in the street of &
village, and the heart of the victim produced
in eourt to show the cut the knifs had made.
S0 the calendar of erime in the daily press
will show & homicide from drunkenness for
every day in the year. All judges testily
that nine-tenths of the crimes of violence
and bloodshed have their origin in drunken-
nesa,”

A FRUITLESS JOURNEY,

When a young man begins to drink it is ns
though he got on an electric car and went to
sleep. He crosses ong street after another
without knowing it. Total abstinence ad-
vocates coms lile the conductor every now
and then nnd eall out the stopping places,
buthe rides on. He thinks he can get of
when he wants to. There i3 another hand
on the lever nnd the eurs rolls nlong in the
same direction all the time with a low hum-
ming song that helps him to sleep. When
bo finally gets his eyes open he is amazed to
find that he has ridden muech further than
he had any wish to go. He hssa big bill for
extra fars charged up aguinst him, and he
has a hard and long walk baek, for there are
no cars hack in & man's life, He husto
wallk, He will find the journey a good ileal
more cheerful and Le mueh less likely to
stumble if he joins the totnl abstinence move-
ment and walks along in good company.

WIAT IT MEANS,

, The sale of drink is the sale of disense; the
sale of drink is the sale of poverty; the enlz
of drink is the sule of insanity; the sale of
drink is the sale of erime; the sule of drink
is the sale of death,"—Sir Lanjumin Ward
Richardson, M. D

DEER AND CHILDREN.
Many things are done for “charity’s swoet
sako" that shoull not be doae, and nune of
theso things is the indiseriminute selling of
intoxieating drinks at open-air festivals,
Beer is suid to be the lesst jntoxieating of
strong drinks, but when beer is sold, in the
paine of charity, to little boys in short pants,
it is time to cuil g halt,—New Orleans Pien-
yune.

TEMPERANCE NEWS AND NOTES.

London has 10,500 public houses.

The Catholio Benevolent Legion, with 436
councils and 96,000 members, has voted to
exeludn rum sellers,

The bare in the parks of New York City
bave been closed br the Park Commissionurs.

A STRIKING SCENE.

HOW MADAGASCAR’S QUEEN DE-
CLAREDAGAINST FRANCE.,

Barefooted, and Clothed in a Second-
Hand White Satin Ball Dress
Madeby Worth, She Ex-
horts Her People.

BANCE'S enemy in Madagas-

car, the dusky Qneen Ran-

avolona 1II, against whose

army the French invaders are
advancing, on state occasions appears
wearing n second-hand Worth ball
dress of fashion long gone by, and
with & barbaric crown on her head
and nothing on her black feet. She
appeas in the grent squere of
Andalho, at Tanauarivo, the capital,
where ehs 1ssues stirring proclama-
tions to her people.

The scene is a pieturesque one.
With one hand she grasps a sword and
with vehement gestures emphasizes
her exhortations, and with all the pas-
sionate eloquence of her race threat-
ens, commands and prays her hearers
to take up arms against and exter-
minate the hated white men who for
ten years have held the Nation in
thrall. ;

The war is a holy one, she declares,
and the choicest blessings of the here-
after will be the reward of those who
fall, She also promises substantial
rewards to the victors who snrvive.

The Prime Minister's dress is no
less striking. Its principal features
are a sort of dolman of purple satin
spangled with gold, short irousers of
white silk and long boots. About
his waist he wears a belt of yellow
leather studded with.gems, from which

QUEEN ANNE HOUSES,

They are Popular, Although the
Name is Misleading,

. (Copyright 1895.)

Queen Anne will have much to sn-
swer for if she is held acecountable
for all the architectural abominations
thet have been erected in her name,
During the earlier days of this coun-
try, the major part of the dwellings
were simple and plain and could give
but little direct offence to sesthetic
taste, even if lacking in some of the
prime requisites of beanty. The
larger and more expensive houses
were, happily, almost without excep-
tion, of the Colonial style, and were
dignified, stately, comfortable and
substantial, But as wealth became
more widely diffused and the tastes of
the peoplée grew more pretentious,
architecture developed along lines
that were ugly almott to the verge of
the grotesque. Simplicity gave place
to elaboration that was without rhyme
or reason. Instead of utility adorned,
which is, or should be, the end and
aim of architecture, ornateness was
sought even at the expense of utility.

The hideous structures of the ““‘60’s
and 70%s,” which line every street of
the older cities and dot every suburb,
were the result. Gradually these
abominations grew to have a certain
similarity and a name was needed for
the style. :

Among the different architectural
styles the Queen Anne seemed to
have the least sirongly marked pecu-
liarities. It was a sounding title, and
the publie, when it could not place a
dwelling as Gothie, classic, Renais-
sance, Colonial, or what not, gravely
dubbed it Queen Anne. So it has come
about in the nsage cf uninformed peo-

ple that the Queen Anne style of arch- | fireplaces in parlor, sitting and dim.ng}

brick ;- first story, clapboards;
story, gables, dormers and roofs) -
shingles. Outside blinds to all winej
dows except those of the cellar. '
Interior finish: Hard white plaster,|
soft wood flooring and trim, ash
staircase, kitchen wainseoted, panels
under windows in psarlor; interio® '
woodwork finished in hard oil, e
Colors: Clapboards, dark g:aan;f e
trim, outside doors, blinds and raigl
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conductors, bronze green; mhes,i._ 1
dark red; veranda floor, dark olive &
drab; veranda ceiling varnishedj °¢
brickwork, Indian red; wall shingles, -
dipped and brush coated venetian red!. .
stain j roof shingles dipped and brush' '
coated with & darker red stain. e
Accommodations: Cellar under;
kitohen, with concrete floor, but the; i 2
cellar may extend under the whole. e
house or be omitted entirely. Open: ;
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MADAGASCAR'S QUEEN IN A WORTH GOWN AND
(From a sketch made by a French resident in Madagascar.)
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BARE FEET, DECLARING WAR AGATNST THE FRENCB. %
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hangs a eword in & golden scabbard.
The aunt and sister of the Queen wear
the native dress, with bare arms, their
long black hair streaming over theiwr
shonlders,

The military profession has been an
unpopular one 1n Madagascar of late
years, because the amount of booty
and pillage to be obteined has been
small, and it has therefore been diffi-
cult to keep the ranks filled. In time
of peace recruiting goes on for three
months each year, but as coon as &
gufficient complement has been ob-
tained and drilling begin, desertions
commence, and in a short time the
ranks are badly thinned. Desertions
are rarely punished unless they fail to
bribe their superior officers; then
they are shot. Under the present eir-
cumstances, despite the Queen’s burn-
ing proclamations and harangues, the
volunteers have been few, for the na-
tives fear the French and do mnot
love their tyrannical ruler.

The real monarch of Madagascar,
bowever, is not Queen Ranavolona
II1., or asshe prefers tobecalled, Ra-
novolomanjaky III, but it is the
Prime Minister, Rainilaiarivony,
whom the curious law of the land
obliges to be the husband of the
Quecen. He Is now past seventy years
of age and hns held his post for more
than thirty years, during which time
Dbe has been the husband of three dif-
ferent queens. He it is who decides
all questions of state, and the Queen’s
part is merely to indorse his judg-
ments, which she invariably does.

The French Protectorate, which
was established after the war of 1885,
has been bitterly opposed by Rain-
ilninrivony, end his batred of the
whites has brought about the present
conflict. The French, however, have
more tofenr from the fevers of the
country than they have from the un-
trained troops which are being gnth-
éred with go much diffienlty.

The Queen is well edacated, thirsy-
five years old, and is fond of playing
draughts and chewing Detel. Her
private expenses are paid {rom a fund
to which atl who enter her presenes
are required to coutribute a five-franc
piece (cne dollar).  The yonngest
member of the roynl housenold pre-
gents & bnt in which the wmoucy is

| placed.—New York World.

Tke New Standnrd Dictionary gives
twenty-one eminent American anthor-
itice, including Wendell Phillips and
George William Curtis, who say that
the proper pronunciation of the word

sclerk” is “‘clark,”

itecture has been widely perverted
from its technical and original signifi-
cance.

This so-called style is supposed to
be founded on the class of designs
that were used to a large extent at the
beginning of the eighteenth century.
The buildings that were erected dur-

A QUEEN ANNE VILLA.

ing the reign of Queen Anne were
simple and plain, with classic cornices
and details, and frequently had large
windows that were often divided by
mullions. Some of the picturesque
features of the old buildings are util-
ized to the best advantage in the
modern revised styles, and an interest-
ing example accompanies this article,

The perspective view is shown and
the principal tooms and their sizes,
closets, etc., will be found by refer-
ence to the floor plans.
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Extreme width, including verands,
35 feet 6 inches; depth, including
veranda, 49 feet.

Heights of stories: Cellar, 0 feet
G inches; first story, 8 fcet 10 inches;
sccond story, 8 feet 4 inches.

Exterior materials: Foundation,

rooms, with mantels over same, Vesti-
bule door is made to slide to ayoid:
interference with passage to stairway.! .’
Sliding doors connect dining and sit- =
ting rooms; back stairway to second -
stairway. Sliding doors, fireplaces '
and mantels, and part of the verands
may be omitted. Bathroom with
partial or full set of plumbing may be:
introduced. i

Cost: ©2687. This includes man- 7
tels but not the range and heaters - .-
the estimate based on New York ~*
prices for materials and labor, bub im: -
many sections of the country the cosé =
should be less.

The name ‘“‘Queen Anne” is quite 3
misleading, for the style partakes
more of the nature of the buildings.
of the earlier Renaissance or of the- '
Elizabethan period than of those of
Queen Anne’s reign.. It has also bor--
rowed from the Renaissance of Ger-
many and France, as well as some of
its best features from the classic and
the late Gothic styles. The Queen
Anne style is best fitted to villas and. -
structures of that order.

PR

«  Veterans ot Foreign Birth,

In the Togus (Me.) Soldiers’ Home
a careful estimate shows that the num-
bers of foreign born and native ine
mates are about equal, although at
the close of the war the former were
in the Inrge majority. This is easily
esplained. Many of the foreign born.
Union volunteers had no families im:
this conntry. They were young men,.
and when the war left them wrecks

they perforce went to Togus and tor

the other branches of the Nutional
Home. The most of Ameriean born,.
of course, had relatives and homes tor
which they could go, and there they
remained until actually obliged by in-
creasing years und infirmities to seek
the home.—Boston Transeript.

Governor Marvil’s Foreboding.

That Governor Marvil did not ex«
pect to live long is shown by his own
words. On the day of his inaugura-
tion, as he rode to the Court House
to take the outh of office, he remarked
to Governor Reynolds, who was the
occupant of the carriage with him:

“Governor, this 18 a great day to
me. Itisthe proudest momentof my .
life, but I will not live long. Mr,
Watson will be Governor.”

Governor Reynolds told a few inti-
mate friends of the new Governor's
remarks, but they never were maéa
public nntil now. —Wilmington (Dell),
News, ' .




